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DEATH RIGS 
THE RODEO! 



LAUGHS WITH 

ABBY HAYES! 



Come Visit Hollywood 



«*z& MOTION PICTURE 

and Television Magazine 



Here's your way of getting an exciting guided 
tour through Movietown — the current issue of Motion 
Picture and Television Magazine. Simply pick up MP 
(as our many friends fondly call us) and we'll take you 
right into the glamorous film capital's heart, straight into 
the lives of its star kings and star queens. 

With MP you go on the sound stages, you meet 
all the lovely actresses and handsome actors, and you see 
them in magnificent, exclusive, FULL COLOR PHOTOS 
each issue. 

What facts do you want to know about your 
favorite stars? MP's man who discovers everything about 
them will tell you in his column, The Answer Man. And 
Erskine Johnson, the famous reporter who "listens in" on 
all the goings-on every day, tells the choicest items of 
gossip, romance and fun in bis feature, Overheard in 
Hollywood. 

Beauty Editor Elaine Rounds reveals the inti- 
mate makeup secrets of the cinema city's prettiest girls, 
and fashion authority Kay Brunell tells you what they're 
wearing, and what Hoilvwood-desipned clothes vou mav 
buy. 



/&, 






PLUS 




y Up-to-the-minute- feature stories 01 
> Dozens of special photographs. 
» Reports on the newest films. 
• Television news and personalities. 
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you MA/ HAVE WON T-HI5 LITTLE 

set-to /but remember, the 
bis prize is the colorado 
mines contract- -and that's 
what i'm aiming for.' it'll be 

MY TRAIN AGAINST YOUff 
COACH-- AND THE FIR 
ONE UP TO 
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01acLe Parsons' coaclt i* a Coneoixi-- ittade 
by skilled craftsnten-- o£ ike fiviesi of 

uLood&VFor decades. tmiil ike va.ilvoa.6L 
tfa*ne, it kad toeex Ike King of ike "WeSi- 
ei-K ki^kiuaijsVNbiu, 
a* i£ kuriles along 
ike trail leading out 
of JunCiioM. Ci£g 



it's longer / 
i so over some 
mountain roads that 
couldn't Build 
TH£ RAILROAD Lit* 
ALOWQ .' THAT'S 1 
I THINK I'VE SOT . 
GOOD CHANCE 




UP IN THE \ 
FOOTHILLS- \ 
NOW.' AND SO 1 
FAR-- SO L, 
l SOOD J s^ 
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/l<EEP yOUR GUN READV 
/ --AND HOLD THEM AT A 
I DISTANCE/ I AIM TO HAVE ' 
I A WAR PARLAY WITH ONE 
\OF THOSE INDIANS/ 
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MIRE, LET ME TRY TO STOP 

yOUR BLEEDlNS I VOU 
COMANCHE* HAVE SEEN 
P-RlENDLy FOR A LOW* 

time / how come ■ -'V-you 

yoUVE PUT THE 1 MONTE HALE I 
WARPAWT ON 
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SUREWOULPLIKETHAT^I'LL Buy 
BUT WHAT ABOUT J THEM .' 

My COACHES?! WE'LL use 

I CAN'T UuST I THEM TO SUPPLY 
BREAK THEM ! ADVANCE POINTS 

—r U(* FOR / 1 THAT WE CAN'T ^ 
f FIREWOOD-^ BUILD TRACKS ■ 
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pmi/r™ 

- — -*ffl*M 
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t^jgu^B 




~£M.* \ 






SOOD &NOUGU,.' &LADE, 
you'D BETTER SEE A 

Doctor about that 

SUN WOUND.' My ARM'S 
BETTER, SO I'LL HA2E 
THESE MAVERICKS DOWN 
TO THE SHERIFF IM -_ 
JUNCTION CITY / P® 



ANP TO CARRY THBM ID 
PttiSON, I fMCKOX I'LL, 
BORROW YOUR CONCORD 

STAGS / THAT* WHAT 
I CALL FOBTIC , 
JUSTiCB .' 
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AN IMPORTANT MESSAGE 
FROM CAPTAIN MARVEL! 

HOTS AMD GIRtS -THE POLIO SEASON MAY BE COMING AROUND 
AGAIN SOON. IF YOU WANT TO KEEP AS STRONG AND HEALTHY 
AS I AM, BE SURE AND FOLLOW THESE RULES... 
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Oina dau in SpurValleu, 

as tuxo totaboHS ytyioc'k. 
at a vancJi V\o«se doov- 






" IT SURE IS, SALLY/ ^ 




SEEMS T I SURE WAS. 




AND THIS &iG HOMBRE 


WELCOME 
TO OUR 
RANCH, 
MONTE / 
THIS IS 
My DAD, 
KANSAS . 
.BLOUNT.' 


\ I'VE 






\ IS MONTE HALE, A / / 


1 HEARD 




IT'S 


] Sidekick of mine ■ 


yoUR 




r ouf 


/ WHEN MONTE HEARD 


NAME, 






WE WERE aoiNfir TO 


/ SIR.' 






BE MARRIED, HE W 


, WEREN'T 


WIN MV SHARE 






| you AN 


OP EVENTS -- 




^-r BE MV &EST * 


j ACE 


IP I HADN'T 






RODEO 


>f QUIT , pr" 


1' ., 






RIDER ? 


J[ RIDINft ' ),.. 



*0 WHAT? WHY, PAN* 
IT, THERE'* YOUR CHANCE 
TO WIN FIVE THOUSAND 
DOLLARS AS A NEST ESS 
FOR YOUR MARRIAG6 To 
SALLY/ yoWKE A GOOD 

rider, Boy.' 
irs FOUND^ 
MONEX/J 





' kAnsas, i wish you 


Y JF OUTSIDERS ^ 


HADN'T DONE THAT/ 


\ MANAGE TO STICK 


MACON ALWAYS Rl&S 


ON HIS BRONCS 


THE DRAWS SO OUT- 


LONG ENOUGH t 


SIDERS GET THE WEAK 


) THE PICKUP MEW 


MORSES — AND HIS - — 


/ ARE SLOW IN , 


ENTRIES GET THE M 


RESCUING- THEM. 


SOFT TOUCHES /: 


TOO MANY aoOD 


NP THAT IOOK M— ^H 


MEN HAVE BEEN 


K QOOD.' ^■■■1 


KILLED IN MACON'S 










/p®^vV^ 








ESS?! 
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1W, wi-ik a. huge crowd cke&r'md 
each contestant, the rodeo begins'. 
Tir4t, ike tfaif-ropixa ' 



Tkew ike Tou.lldo4^vtrf — and iken Ike 
loi-owc- touting; Tke first ride r is 
Milo LauiSovi, AVaeoK'S entry/ — 
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Ik a waiter of seconds', old. 
Kansas' W carried from ilie 
arena and is in a doctor's 
hands /Tkew. .Monte anaJiw. 
lurvi io Blaefcie Macon/ 



MOW ABOUT 
THAT, MACON? 1 

WHERE WEKE 

W3UR PICKUP 

MEN? 



it piD^'T look i 

AM ACCIDENT TO ME •'. 

LISTEN TO ME, MACON . 

KANSAS IS OUT, BUT J'M 

TAKING MISPLACE- 

And I Aim to 

HAUL DOWN 5 THAT* 
THAT / _ V FAIR/ 
PRIZE ■ WKL LET H 

PO IT/ 




f PAIR tNOUSH.' 

*uit youRseLP, 

SHAW/ I HOPE 

you'u. HAVE 

. BETTER LUCK 

V THAN THE OCO 

( MAN C 
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Bsfc dm. hatf been iiiawtecl- 
fay Majtia .' Deftly ke 
Sitti-tckeS cups luttK 
Laiustow. . As Iks 
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But Montr Hal* vaults' avar 
ikm Tall to evwn tk« odds' / 



TS 



,55*1 





'NOT MUCH 
FISHT IN ye- 
COYOTES 
WHEN YOU 

HAVEN'T SO 
THE ODDS r 
IN YOUR ' 
FAVOR, / 


\ suit your > 

u \palaver,hale.' 

r-^JiM SHAW WINS 
\THE GRAND PRIZE 
) AND WE'LL RAY 
-^ KANSAS BLOUNTS 
HOSPITAL EXPENSES .' 
THAT OUGHT TO 
SQUARE IT/ « — ^ 
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■Mo^ 
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NOT QUITE, MACON,' 
yOLlR CROOKED 
RODEO HAS CAUSED 
THE DEATH OF TOO 

MANY <SOOO MEN / 

YOU'LL BE TRIED 
AS A COM/VtON , ■* 

• MURDERER/ ) 




Later, at the i 
Hospital-- 

^ WELL, BV DANS/ > 

you WON THE 
BROnc-BUStins 
contest for me, 

JIM/ I'M TICKLED 

PINK / THAT'* , 
. WHAT I CALL A 
REAL SON- 
l-LAW/ 



/HAVE TO. 
pJIM/YOUVE 
' SHOWN DAD 
>DUR CDURASE ' 
AND NOW LETS 
SEE IP WE CAN 
FIND A 
PREACHER 
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of aIbadmai^, 

By Han k Spector ^^t^ 




JUD KARNEY'S thoughts were as uneasy 
as the motion of the lurching stagecoach 
from which he looked out at the rugged 
Arizona landscape. This was a part of the 
country that was new to him. Perhaps here he 
would be able to make a fresh start. Any of his 
former acquaintances, seeing him now, would 
grin over the sober black suit, the white shirt 
and the string tie. But even a stranger could 
tell that the blue-eyed, young man was un- 
accustomed to his city finery, that his jacket 
was tight across the wide shoulders, that the 
high-heeled boots were those of a horseman, 
and that the bulge under each side of the re- 
spectable coat indicated a low slung six-gun. 

The other passenger in the coach, a short, fat 
drummer, chattered on unheeded, Jud stif- 
fened, is words suddenly bit into his conscious- 
»•**. ". . . some bad hombres drifting around 
that* parts. This is a tough town we're coming 
t*." Jud groaned inwardly. He had had enough 
of tough towns. Most of his life had been spent 
la the wild region along the border, where a 
man bad to be unusually meek, or quick with 
bit guns, in order to survive. And meekness 
had never been one of Jud Karney's main 
attributes. 

The drummer turned toward him speculative 
eyes, and pursed his round lips. "There's been 
talk of a new sheriff coming in," he continued. 
"Maybe you're him. You look as if you'd be 
sort of handy with a six-gun." 

Jud stirred uneasily. "I don't like shooting," 
he said. "I don't like trouble." Which, in a way. 
waa true. He did not like the kind of trouble 
that seemed to follow a gunman. To avoid it, 
he was running away from his own reputation. 
He came from a part of Texas where a man 
carried the law in his own forty-five. From the 
time he'd been old enough to pull on his boots, 
he had yearned to buckle on a gunbelt as well. 
Then, as he grew up, his skill with guns in- 
creased, year after year, and he began to 
achieve a sort of local fame. Suddenly, he came 
to the realisation that he was known not just 
as Jud Karney, but as a gunman, and as such, 
a potential killer. He knew how such careers 
.inevitably went. Badmen. in search of notori- 



ety, picked fights with you. And- if you sur- 
vived, you became a badman yourself. 

The coach groaned to a halt at the foot of a 
hill, and the passengers slighted. They toiled 
up the rocky roadway behind the coach, the 
drummer in the lead, puffing heavily. Suddenly 
Jud's arm streaked to his side, and there was 
the almost simultaneous sound of a snake's 
rattle and the crash of a gun. The drummer 
whirled around to see his coach companion 
holding a smoking revolver. A decapitated 
rattlesnake was writhing in the dust, practi- 
cally at the little man's feet. 

The drummer mopped cold sweat from his 
brow while he overwhelmed Ju,d with his 
thanks. But Jud was now even more with- 
drawn. He was sure that this little man would 
enbroider the tale and tell it all over the town. 
Jud had intended to look for work, and if 
things were as raw here as the drummer had 
said they were, he knew what kind of work 
would gravitate toward him now. He had want- 
ed to begin as a cow wrangler and then maybe 
move up to become a deputy, and perhaps 
eventually a sheriff, or even a government 
marshal. Then his skill with guns would be an 
honorable thing, upholding the law. But now, 
the new sheriff would probably be suspicious 
of him and order him to keep moving. 

Jud liked the looks of the place, too. when 
they finally rolled into the town's main street. 
The board sidewalks were wide and clean and 
there was a look of respectable solidity about 
many of the stores and houses. After » washup 
and a meal. Jud lay on hi* bed in the cool, dim 
hotel room, looking up at the ceiling. Towards 
sundown he would go down and inquire about 
a job. Maybe he could attach to an outfit and 
move out of town before the drummer spread 
the story about his shooting. 

Suddenly, his door was flung open with a 
crash. Jud sat up, regarding the man who stood 
belligerently in the doorway. He was dark, a 
few years older than Jud. shorter, and much 
heavier. His narrowed eyes flicked over the 
room, taking in Jud's gunbelt which hung over 
a chair, 

"I didn't hear myself invite you in." Jud 
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said, "but sine* you're already in, have a seat." 
"I'm not staying long." the man replied. 
"And neither are you." 

Jud's face remained impassive, but his mus- 
cles tensed. Here it was again. The local bully- 
boys, whatever their game, didn't want any 
formidable strangers around. But he had no 
wish to enter into their quarrels. "I like it 
here," he said pleasantly. "Maybe you mis- 
understand my motive for coming to this 
place." 

The man strode into the room, took Jud's 
coat off the hook where it had been hung care- 
fully, and threw it contemptuously into Jud's 
face. "Take your rags and get going," he 
sneered. 

Jud's temper flared into white heat. He had 
meant to explain things, or to leave peacefully 
if he had to. But now he flung the coat aside 
and came off the bed in a rush. The man's hand 
was suddenly holding a six-gun, Jud stepped 
back, and sat down again on the bed, breathing 
hard. 

The man chuckled nastily. "Cooled off fast, 
didn't you?" he taunted. "Maybe this town 
won't be the way you expected to 6nd it." His 
words suddenly lashed out. "I'm giving you 
until sundown to clear out. After that I'll be 
gunning for you !" 

Jud looked at him steadily, his anger now 
coldly retained. "I don't know who you are 
and I don't care," he said. "But nobody runs 
me out of anyplace. I aim to spend this 
evening downstairs, in the barroom. I don't 
know why you choose to pick a fight with me, 
but if you want one, I'll give it to you!" 

After the man had left. Jud lay back and 
watched the shadows move across the ceiling. 
It seemed like such a nice town. Too bad. After 
tonight's gunfight he wouldn't be able to get 
a job here. The new sheriff would probably 
make him leave. That is, if he survived. 

Several hours later, Jud r6se from his bed. 
He buckled on hit gunbelt and went downstairs. 
People drew away from him as he walked up 
to the bar. He could feel in the air the electric 
tension that always preceeded trouble. 

He stood at the bar alone, toying with a glass 
of milk, glancing from time to time into the 
huge mirror that reflected the room behind 
him. A hush fell over the room as the swinging 
doors parted, revealing the swarthy gunfighter. 
The man was wearing his guns, tied down to 
his thighs. Jud was wearing his guns, too, with 
no coat now to hamper his movements. 

The man took several paces into the room, 
then stopped. His voice rang out arrogantly. 
"Get out of town, stranger! You're not wanted 
here I" 



Jud turned slowly, moving away from the 
bar to give himself plenty of elbow room. 'To" 
rather stay," he said quietly. "I favor law and 
order. But go ahead and draw." 

The man's eyes flickered with indecision. An 
opponent who lets you draw first must be 
pretty sure of himself. Then he shrugged, 
seemed to draw himself together, and his right 
hand swept up with his gun. 

A thought flashed through Jud's mind — 
"This is going to be tough, because I want to 
avoid killing him." Then the two guns ex- 
ploded with a single, overlapping roar. 

Jud stood taut, inhaling the acrid gunsmoke. 
The other man clutched at his shoulder and let 
his gun fall to the floor. Then he slid down to 
collapse on top of it. 

Jud turned to face the crowd. So far, so 
good. The new sheriff, wherever he was, must 
have heard the shots, and would be putting in 
an appearance now. 

The little drummer separated himself from 
the crowd and came toward Jud with beaming 
face and outstretched hand. "Let me congratu- 
late you. Sheriff," he said. "You took car* o* 
him in fine style, as I knew you would." 

Jud was certain that he had not heard the 
man correctly. But others crowded around, 
slapping his back, shaking his hand, talking la 
loud; excited voices. 

"Maybe we'll have some real law and order 
around here now," one of tkem said. 

"Yes," added another, "with Hosklnt down, 
the rest of the gang won't be so hungry for 
trouble." 

"That Hoskins was always one bad hombr*,'* 
the drummer said. "When I told him that the 
new sheriff had come in with me on the atag*- 
coach, he said that he would run him out of 
town pronto." 

A middle-aged, mustached individual shoved 
himself to the fore and introduced himself m 
the mayor. 

"But I'm no sheriff," Jud protested In be- 
wilderment. "I'm just a rider, looking for 
work." 

THE MAYOR leaned toward him. with « 
conspiratorial wink. "I know, son," he 
whispered. "I got a telegram from the pro- 
spective sheriff this morning, declining the- 
job. But if you'll just sneak around to my 
office when nobody is watching, I'll let you 
have the star." 
"Me, sheriff?" Jud asked. 
"The job is yours, if you want it," the Mayor 
said. "We need a man like you." 

"And I need a town like this," Jud said fer- 
vently. "I'm your man!" 

THE END 
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) WHENEVER 
THERE'S ANY DANGER 
CM ALWAYS COOL AND 
CALM/ VUH'LL NEVER 
FIND &AB6Y MAYES 
ON THE HOKHS 
OF A DILEMMA.' 
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MO TH IN G M MCU. ■ ._ 

"aALLS^OFRRe/ "W-" MUMPHi 
I'M DOWNRISHr <^[ SUCH VANITY - . 

■ HAN05OME.' 




4ANPLE HIM.' WHICH-*- Tj 
l< THE BULL COMING J J 
M WHIFffHPOO? ' _f~r 

. t— — (. WHICHA-WJY.* J 
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IU HANDLE 
WAY 

rFflOM 
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^tm. ike annals of 
America* past, tne 
gallant tradition of 

tne Texas Jlawrfers 
has neve be ex. 

Surpassed .'But uwafc 
u-Se uiac eourai" 
laxew Captains ._ _ 

SivwmS and MS Lone 
Sta* buddies fell 
o-escap 

tf c '" 

_ ulveq an. 

Gravedigger ? Justice 
Seemed to have dis- 
appeared from West 
TexaS-until Monte 
. Hale drew, hi* Cblfctf 
to Set t>.e Score 
Straight-- / 
Ranger stule; 
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Ix ike ceynelerq 
oaisld* of Riodosra 
late at night--- 
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' I HEAR TH 
MULVE/ anc 
OWLHOOTS H 
8EEN CLEAN 
UP PLENTY 
THAT PROTE 
m RACKET, r 
5 OP HIS- 'J 


*.T T YOUVE BEEM ^ 
HIS \ HEARING- THE 

Ave. \ TRUTH/SlWCE 
NS- 1 THOSE RANGERS 

M SUMMED EACH- 

.TlON J OTHER DOWN , 

-^up HASN'T HAD 

TO WOjtXy A&OUT THE 

LAW--AND HE'S SEEN 

— RIDING HIGH/ „£* 




-^^ 


^J 


^S 


Ri 






^» plffl 




*£&*<J\X 


lsE§P 




Jsl!ile 



[the pieces are pitting- j 
tosether,' mike mulvey 
wanted the ean&er5 out 
of the way--and those 
bullet holes in the * 
t wall sure look as if he 

i had an am&ush kissed.' 
but would he dare to 
do the jos him5elf-- 
or did he have a 
. trigger man ■? 



Monies qjxes-tiOH itf 
on tke balcony i 



r THAT HATCHCT-PACBO ^W 
HOMBRE ON THB &ALCONY.'' 

HE'S PRESSED IN RBGULA* 
CLOTHES, SUT I'D KNOW WM 
ANYWHERE / HE'* THE - 
SRAVEDISSER/ ~'~ 
SETTER TRY TO . 
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SOU, WE NEED HELP AND I'VE GOT 
AN IDEA. THAT MIGHT WORK OUT / 
YEARS AGO, AN OLD RANGER 
OUTFIT DISBANDED IN THIS SECTION . 
MOST OF THEM TOOK UP MINING OR 
RANCHING / THEY'RE SCATTERED 
WAV BACK IN THE HILLS.' BUT IF 
WE COULD RIDE 
OUT AND SPREAD /" I GET IT, 
THE WORD--- ri MONTE.'lET'S 
DO IT / 




THE GRAVEDIGGER ARE KOBBING- 
THIS TERRITORY BLIND.' POLKS ARE 
SCATTERED, HELPLESS, AFRAID TO 
STAND UP TO THEM .' ONLY THE 
TEXAS RANGERS WERE A THREAT 
TO MULVEY'S PLANS .' SO THIS IS 
WHAT HAPPENED TO A RANGER 
PARTY THAT CAME LOOKING 
FOR THE GRAVEDIGGER • 
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GRAVEDIG&ER., I DON'T 
LIKE IT/ IF HALE REALLY 
SPOTTED y&U, HE'LL BE 
BACK.' AND THIS TIME HE 
WON'T BE ALONE ' 
HE'LL ROUND UP J I'VE 

AN ARMY.' I 'GOT AN 

' IDEA THAT'LL 

TAKE CARE OP 

THAT ' 




iS wiglitij clever, but 
MoKte Hale IS also famed 
£or ViiS savvq .' 



UP, GENTS .'THE 
GRAVEDIGGER AND MIKE 
MULVEY MAy BE EXPECTING- 
US THIS T/ME,AND THEY'VE , 
PROBABLY PLANNED 
ANOTHER AMBUSH // WHAT 

DO WE DO, | 
MONTE ? / 



WHAT THEY WON'T 
EXPECT/ WE'LL ENTER 
THE SALOON THROUGH 
TH£ REAR WINDOWS, 
AND WE'LL FLUSH 
THEM OUT THE/ 
FRONT WAY. 




0o, as Vnm bad*H*w xa&laW 
SJiul£er*i.,i^wi*iai«do'ai*y 



eyftev tk» 



? rear 



I'M DOING- MY 

§B*T,AIDNTB"BiJT 

THC6E OLD BOMB 6 

OP MINI KEBP 

CWBAKING.' 




W 



** 



WE MAY BE OLD, 
MONTE, BUT WE" 
CAN STILL SHOOT- 
BETTER'N EVER / 




^ HAND-*- . 

in 
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I RECKON I'LL BE 
HEADING BACK 
HOME NOW, MONTE 
BUT TELL ME, Do 
you SUPPOSE 

THAT 
GRAVEDIGGER 
IS FINALLY 
DEAD ? 



I DONT SEE MOW HE 
\ COULD HAVE ESCAPED 
I THE FATE OF THE REST 
OR THOSE SUNSEL5 ■' 
BUT HE'S A MIGHTY 
ELUSIVE SUNS£L,AND , 
I'D HAT6 TO BET ON IT . 







A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS, 
the big, new 144-page book 



CAL SMITH on 

MODEL BUILDING 



If "tAd. smith **»"»* 

Model Bui 



Original TESTED designs for 




All veteran model builders know 

Cal Smith as one of the country's 

leading authorities on model building. 

As a writer, designer, illustrator and 

winning contestant, Cal Smith packs over 

fifteen years of expert modeling into the 

most complete book of its type ever published. 

His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 

beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 

approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 

book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 

hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 

in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING . . .today! 

at your local newsstand 754 




If your news dealer cannot supply you, order by mail. Send lo 
FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. C-IO,Greenwich, Connecticut. Order number 139 
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YOU GET MORE BBs FOR YOUR 
MONEY, PARDNER, IN DAISY'S 

GIANT BB POUCH OF 
BULLS EYE SHOT! 




-Red Rude*. ,,*,. 



© 

© BB COUNTING SURVEY Proves Daisy Gives 

f MORE BBs FOR 5^ 

2 Cotint 'Em'. Compare 'Em! Ask Dad's Help! Yes, the 5 cent 
W giant bb pouch of Daisy Bulls Eye Shot gives you more 
t) for your money! You get more bbs — more shots — more ^ 
Q g*lue — more fun! Bulls Eye is made right in the big 1 ' 
^J D;;isy Factory where all daisy air rifles are pro- 
duced. Bulls Eye is expertly made to the correct 
diameter, roundness and smoothness— to FIT Da;sy 
; :' barrels! Poorly-made "out of round," 
I rough or over-size bbs may stick and ruin your Daisy 
barrel and air tube. Be 
| /| safe and sure— always 

\VL' buv aild use Da ' s y 

\ fT3 Bulls Eye in the hand- 

1 TOO rF/R ciant BB Pouch! 

,- , Get the most and the 

BEST bbs for your 

Daisy! Ask for it by 

name. Say: "A Giant 

■*\ Pouch of Bulls Eye 

^BBs, Please!" 
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